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as the hands and the various fingers of those who made them;
for the large plumed messages to the winds and spaces often
betrayed the people, and they must now needs be made of size
convenient for burial or hiding away in crannies or under
bushes as near as might be to the schrines of the sacred
precincts where once the fathers had worshiped so freely.

Toward the end of the century, between 1775 and 1780,
the old Church of Our Lady of Guadalupe, which now harbors
only burros and shivering dogs of cold winter nights and is
toppling to ruin in the middle of the grand plaza of Zuni, was
built and heautifully decorated with carved altar pieces and
paintings, gifts from the king of Spain to the Indies and work
of resident monks as well. Its walls were painted—as the
more recent plasterings scaling off here and there revealed— by
Zuni artists, who scrupled not to mingle many a pagan symbol
of the gods of wind, rain and lightning, sunlight, storm-dark
and tempest, war-bale and magic, and, more than all, emblems
af their beloved goddess-virgins of corn-growing with bright-
colored Christian decorations. And doubtless their sedulous
teachers or masters, as the case may have been, understanding
little, if- aught, of the meanings ol these things, were well
pleased that these reluctant proselytes should manifest so
much of zeal and bestow such loving care on this temple
of the holy and only true faith.

In a measure the padres were right.,  The Indians thence-
forward did manitest not only more care for the mission, but
more readiness to attend massand observe the various holy days
of the church. To be baptized and receive baptismal names
they had ever been willing, nay, eager, for they were permit-
ted, if only as a means of identification, to retain their own
tik'va shitwe ( **‘names totemic of the sacred assemblies™ ), which
names the priests of the mission innocently adopted for them
as surnames and scrupulously recorded in the quaint old
leather-covered folios of their mission and church. Thus it
chances that in these faded but beautifully and piously indicted
pages of a century ago | find names so familiar, so like those




